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\IO doubt it is nice to be on letter-writing
= terms with a genius, but there are crums-
pled rose leaves even in that bliss. Edgar
Allan Poe liked to write letters to his friends,
and he had a wide correspondence. The
{riends, however, were linble to get something
like this when they least expected it: ** My
feelings at this moment are pitiable indeed.
1 have struggled aga the influence of this
melancholy, but am miserable in spite of the
vast improvement in my circumstances, 1
am wretched, and know not why. Console
me if you can. But let it be quickly or it will —

be too late. Write me in:me:llilnlcl,\v,]] i'n}n- GAMUEL JOHNSON, of course, was alivays scar-
E;'m:e [?e l.i'll.ll“ life “:“‘\'I:')r:n ‘::'Ir",oh: tI-_l" 1::‘ ing his faithful henchman and biographer Bos-
\'__,;f '?- 1}\;‘11“11{_’}:‘“;-10'1” K'Iﬂ 'Il.\‘ n\:--“-.r”‘.‘ well into fits by threatening suicide. I shall be
r\eci;::ienl of .l;:is :hlit'n.:}t]T\' HILDECHE WS s pone ¢'er this reaches you,” was the ter

ifving mes-
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. o P W b sage despatched to the useful satellite one cold Jan-
LL the '[Iun]:!lt' on this page wanted 1o comnuit Suiciid At one ume or . ] G 3G g eritg i, :
another. Thev didn't, though, They lived to lead armies and write .I.nl\h ‘!1]||1I|1|‘1;,‘1}|t‘.(1 1\]:Jl'i.’:i l::: -J‘;‘.fﬂ:;:.}: {“cll.l.l.:..rllll.ﬁ}\:!{
books and compose music and manage states. Before you buy that clothe ‘11:};‘:.-:1'1 e ].m;r,‘r t‘”i“\-i,“. [‘1,.“ .m:l _wl_l_l‘
ic é » the river use up $2 worth of vour landlady's gas, + he fou a enjoying beer ¢ sa
arsenic or sample the river or use up $2 worth of 3 ¥'s g : : j _ @ :
papDanes Yo gk & too ssbwayy oo by e le -h ‘“ '11:}511 -I.I-"‘ul: i-t.:l:“:l]:l‘t‘irihm‘\]l E.\hl‘:]ik "]‘::itthl‘llullrll;[l:u:‘lll'
to cap the climax of atrocities, gave vour dr pants to the Salvation ‘-‘1:”.'”1“\.(.“ (l\-l ,,.l b ,,.‘.“,1'\- ¥ ,,:_jt ‘-‘:[.‘.I;“,!” \m({
Army, read what Robert Burns wrote to his father after he had left the - 13\ | 1\I.l:]‘1] : ‘m, ,..‘“. “,,.; 1—;-1';“,1.11".\1: . 1, et
home farm at Alloway to seek his fortune: *“I am guite transported it ave b Tein: mished the idea.
by the thought that e'er long I shall bid an eternal adieu
to the disquietudes of this weary life; for I a

I am heartily tired of it, and if I do not wver)
deceive myself, I am soon to coptentedly resignit.”
restrain yourself, as he did.

g out entirely on

“Mulvaney and " Gunga Din'' and
“Mrs, Haukst was ir ted by Rudvard Kipling
in an address before the students of MeGill Univ
some time ago, in which he declared that
man he “*was frequently inclined to avenge tl
hopes by taking away from nature the thing
so casually brought into being.' At this t
Anglo-Indian genius was “slinging ink " unre e
atively on a daily in the northwest provinces, and life
must have stretched out before
baked, dreary, and unprepossessing.  Kipling never
forgave his youth for its bitterness, *‘If there is anv
terror or despair equal to that of adolescence, it has
yet to be discavered,” he.declared once in an interview.
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I IKE Kipling, Marian Evans (George

“ Eliot) had no patience with the asser-
tion that childhood days are happiest.
"* Mine for the most part were indescriba-
bly baffled and miserable,” she wrote her
friend Mrs. Bray. " Up to my eighteenth
vear I found little joy in living. It seemed

too great a task. When I was sixteen I LIN(‘()I.:\'. too, hid his hours of more than despair. When he was
often thought of ending everything. Oh, thirty-two and life seemed to promise little more than a law prac-
the impenetrable puzzlements of youthl tice in rural Illinois all his days, he wrote to his partner, Stuart: 1
—youth which should be so beautiful, but am now the most miserable man living. If what 1 feel were equally
which is often so sadl” George Eliot grew distributed to the whole human family there woulidl not be one cheer-
happier as she grew older. Indeed, as she ful face on earth. Whether 1 shall ever be better I can not tell, 1
neared sixty she became quite frolicsome awfully forebode I shall not, To remain as 1 am is quite impossible.
and gay, taking a lively interest in dress I must die to be better, it appears to me. - I can write no more."
and society; and at sixty-two, to the as- At this time Lincoln also sent his friend Herndon an article elipped
tonishment of every one, she married John from the Sangamon Jowrnal entitled ** Suicide.”

W. Cross, after it had been asserted by
the world that she could never get over
Henry Lewes' death.




